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afternoon, in the shuttered drawing-room which the two lads
believed to be sacred to the spirit of their dead father, had
roughly broken from the two bare arms so fondly twined about
his neck? Though not fully aware of the peril, Madame Dezay-
meries was conscious of a vague feeling of alarm. She felt its
presence deep within her, could smell the spiritual threat. Fabien
in a mood of childish fun not wholly innocent, would creep
away and smoke the butt-ends of Fanny's drugged and scented
cigarettes. His mother, always scrupulous in her judgments, was
careful to avoid any suspicion that might incriminate her friend.
To her she was still the unsophisticated little companion who
had clung to her in the old days, nor would she let anything
disturb that happy memory. But it was not altggether easy to
maintain such an attitude, and again and again she would say to
herself, though with dwindling conviction, 'There's no evil in
her ... it's just that we're not used to her ways.' Another of he:
self-deceiving phrases was: 'She's such an oddity.' Experience
had never taught her that vice may often hide behind eccen-
tricity, and lurk in the shadow of quiddities and affectations.
Loyalty to this affection, in which God had no'share, was her
secret weakness. Trained though she was to examine her con-
science with meticulous care, accustomed though she might be
to explore with morbid and meticulous intensity die motives oi
her every thought, she always averted her eyes from the special
corner of her heart where her tender affection for Fanny dwelt.
Had their visitor ever been guilty of carelessness, the Dezay-
meries might have been warned to be on their guard. But it
amused her to adapt herself to the' exigencies of their cloistered
life. She chose her dresses and disciplined her tongue with the
sole object of charming her Christian hosts.

She did not know that her spirit gave off a smell. When she
went away she left behind her a troubled odour which hung
about the very air that Madame Dezaymeries breathed. As, when
the shot bird has Vanished, a scrap of fluff among the dead leaves
will show the sportsman where it is lying, so Fabien's melan-